JOAN    OF    ARC
errand of mercy, but to insist, in her supreme and their
last available hour, with brutal urgency that she reveal
the whole secret of her Voices and of the sign. For if
she went to her death without that confession it would
be a rather watery story they would have to ladle out
to the public.
As Cauchon entered, Joan, who was in a state of
controlled hysteria, burst out at him, "Bishop, I die
because of you!" He tried to remonstrate with her,
pointing out that she was dying because she had broken
her promise and reverted to her ill-doing, but she
retorted fiercely, "If you had keptjvowr promise and put
me in care of the Church this would not have happened.
And so I hold you answerable before God."
A little awkwardly, despite his long experience, he
began to question her, for the last time. He reminded
her of her boast to escape from prison by the Voices'
help and asked her what about it. She acknowledged
that she had been deceived, but maintained that she
had seen and heard the Voices nevertheless. She
described the angels that accompanied them at times,
"in great multitude and of tiny dimensions." She
admitted that she was the angel who had brought
the crown to her king. And on and on, while the
crowd outside could be heard calling for the show to
begin.
A complete retraction. . . *
Or it would have been if we knew how much of it
to believe. Cauchon brought no scribe with him: the
questions and answers are not part of the trial, but an
appendix made up eight days later from the unattested
recollections of those present. Some of the witnesses were
uncertain of what they remembered even after so short
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